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-+ “Fou pave heard Yvotte Gullbert®" T ask timldly.
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From Anna Held’s Little English Song.

B 8TILL, my heart. Ceoose thy fond, yet nervons flutterings, I give
myself all sorts of good advice, T delltberately think of *the lpved

ones nt home"—and all that sort of thing., It is no use, and as I

mter the Hotel Netherland, with the certain Gnowledge that ten minutes
later I ghull bedn the fragrant intlmacy of Mlle. Anna Held's boudoir—my
purlcles and my ventricles say—plt-n-pat, and plt-a-pat agaln, How difficult
it 1s to be un-saney on missions such as thegel Y am out for Art—with a
eapital A—nnd nat for pleasure,' I tell myself sternly, paternally. But art

15 giclnl, and Mile, Auna Held, whose dittles I heard at the Palace, In Lon-

flon, can never suggest the refrigerntors Then I add—husiness 15 busineas,
but am eppressed by the cex\tnim}' that sometimes It 18, and very often At
len't,

Mr. Mann takes moe upstalrs, and ' Mr, Ziegfeld accompanles us, Neither
gpeaks o word of French, so that I am not mortally afrald. T know that
Anng can sny more (o me'In ten minutes—If she chooses to do so—than she
gan tell them fo ten hours, and I bless the edueation that took me awidy
from Ollendorfinnism, “The hnt of my slster 15 round, and my brother's
penkulfe is sharp’ 15 effective, but non-useful, under elrcumbtances such
Re those by which 1 flnd myself surrounded,

“Mademnoiselle is batbing just uow,” snysa Mr, Mann, as we enter her
parlor. “Shall you mind very ‘much if she is notable 1o {itlvate herself in
order to recefve youw. I om afraid 4bat you will see her en neglige. What
& pliyl" :

"“Not at alll Not at alll™ ¥ declured magnanimously. “I would not de-
pange mudemolselle for anything in’'the world. Heg her not to trouble her-
gelf on my accoupt! As neglize ns possible. 1 don't mingd!"

Jt's no use belng selfish, Why should I tronhle Annn Held to tog herself
up o war paint ond furbelows? A pretty woman is o pretty woman always,
Bésides, there 15 no prudery nhout my constitution. The dread pervonsness
‘conmies on again, however. Ones more I resolye not to forget the loved
enes ot home, I h

MEntres, monsieur,” says a liit]e Hsping volce within—tralnaute ng that
of Saruli Bernhardt when she [s eafoling her Armand Duval, “Entrez, done,
et—cxcoses mol, J¢ vans en prie”

The' Intimacy of the boudoir at last! The atmosphere is freighted with
the geant of pink roses, and nan enervating tledeur 1s distlnetly fascinat-
Ing, In an ermchair, manleuriug hop fingers;, sits Mlle. ‘Anna Held—the
Held of the lovely photogyaphs, the lpdy wio had her nome on all the Lon-
don buses. She 18 viry mueh en neglige, and one eye (g hidden by a huge
white handnge—the other, however, belng large enough and lNmpld enough
fo do duty for the two. She ls attived In—qhi! How can T say it7—how edn

1 say ft*—a nightle, filmy with Inces and gawgaws,' over which she hns

thrown @ plnk bathrobe that ls more comforinble than it s comely. The
nightie is almost hidden, but not quite. And she is not in fhe least em-
bareassed abouf 1t Why shonld she be? There are no prowling prudeg in
‘this country, : i

Mile, Held rises and surveys me carefully. Then, she says, “Ah, mon-
‘deitr. ¥ouw so - strikingly rvesemblen monsienr I knew In Parls, Hls npme
was Calumet. He adored me, and—T adored bim. ¢ 1z marcled now."

" Do like that? Well, what do you think? T begin to belleve that T ean't
be &0 bad after 0, and I pluck up cournge to carefully scrutinize Mlle.
Held, It svould be absurd to call her attractive, because she |z merely In-
sinnating, Her large eyve (I can see but one) dwells upon you with a singn-
larly magnetlg fervor. Her teeth areé rvegulnr, white {Lnd slightly promli-
nent.  Her hands are soft, earesg-insplring and daioty, while her feet ave
‘Mendelssohn’s spngs without words. And, to my wmind, the nightle is mote
h&c&mlng than gliks and satins and spangles could possibly be. There are
worse garbs on earth than nighttes, Turn net up thy nose, neltber sniff, at
the unaffected and poetle nightles

“T nm a fright,’” she snys. “Do oot Jook at my robe de nuit, T beg you,
monslenr—ido not look fit it. And I regret so mueh that a bandage covers
my eye. T hnve been bitten by a beast of an ingect—a mosquito. My malg
foing Its wings'In my Led this morning, Isitnot sad? I receive you, quanil-
mene. You must be satisiied with one eye. Do mot write that Mile: Anna
Held 15 hideous and mosquito-bipten. I am afrald of your Journallsts,
They tell evemh;}ng." !

Sancy Annn! Perfectly convinced am T that ghe reads me llke a book—
that she sees my exprégsion of placld admirntion, and has seen it alnce its
dawn!

“0f ecourse,” she gcn‘t'm on, "vou cannot tell what I am ke, seelng me as
1 now am. I am renlly a very charming little woman—tont ce qu'il y n de
plug gentlile, T am soft, dnd fellne, and gentle, and, oh! so aminble!™

" She lnughe at her own eandor, and T llkg It lmibensely. Women, as a
rule, know whiat they ate, buot let you find It out for yourself, Mille, Held
saves you il that tronble. She s frank; gnd naiye with 1t all

“1 am very young,' says Anna. “I don't need any art to make myself
s0. 1 am—gness my agal"

The question overwholms me: A forvent desire not to put my foot In
1tF thlies possession of me. I cannot insult her by suggesting elghteen, and
it would be sheer Idlocy—Dbllnd Jilloey—to verge opon the thirtles.

“pwenty-four,” T say nobly.

“Np'—ghe can be very petnlant when she llkes—"T am mnot twenty-
four. I am much less. You are o bad Judge of nge, My friend, swhom you
|rasénible, would never linve mide such a guess, Lpfin! I am young, it
my songs are not. My songs arp napghty—oh, sp naughty—but everybody
llkes them. They have been sucpessfnl everywhere.™

I am & trife startled at this. Yvetie Guilbert sang plggeries (which (s
my transletion of cothoneries), but never admitted It. Decldedly, Anoa
Held s ingenuous. - :

“Mals oul,' she resumes. “Those who go to hear dlttles don't want to
‘Imagine themselyes ol the grand mass. It wounld be senseless, n'est oce-
pas? 1 slng suggestively, and I tell you so. It 1s my abject, I try to cap-
ture the men, and I succeed, though I also ecapture the women. I sing
softly, eatfily and langunorousiy. I am persistontly lnapguorons. All my
gostures are earefully studled, and they mean much. I do not wish men
th remaln chllly—ugh! T bate coldi—while T am singing. They must be
all fervor, all enthusiasio, all wihrmth., That s my object, It lz a good
ohjsct—do you not think 07 I have .two hundred songs, and they are all
my own creations. Seme of them are comie—some of them are not. | You
a8k me what my method is. I say It Is suggestive. It 1s not coarse; It s
not ruf,e; It is ubt shoaking—but It Is an appeal, aud sn appeal that has
never yot falled'

I glance at the uncompreliensive Ziegfeld, and I wonder 1f he really
understands his Annn Held. T am charmed with her candor, It 1s so refresh-
Ing, dfter the Inaneynirs and fritls of ,Yvette Gullbert. All Guilbert's
songs—let her tell the al.pry—-nrc: nrt pure and slmple, character descrip-

~ tlons, vivid Parls pletures, everythiing thit they really are not. This audaclous
little Held womnn, whoze dittles are not ane Jjot worse than those of
Yvette, ealls under no false colops, Everybody who heard ‘her in London
knew that she was nop telllng'storieg ogbout Mary and her Httle lamb, or
tiny Goody-two-shoes, A womsn who hnsn't the cournge of her convle-
tiops s not worth muking o fuss about. C / /‘z

“Blen sor," she answers readlly, I am very fond of Yvette. She 1s

A good comrade, but—but, well, remember (with a look of menace In that

one gleaming orb) 1 do wot siy anythipg from jealonsy—I do not admlre
her. She s nn artist, yes, byt she has no velece. She has dictlon, that is
ell, | Bhe speaks slowly oud distinetly, but she cannot slog. 1 am Yery
fond of heor, though., Shedis n good fellow."

I smile at the nrtless femininlty of this. I love her—bhut she canuot
ging. Conld snything e mbre arclily characteristle of wullebrity. I
thoughif 1 would try Lier further,

“Do you fmitare Yvette Gullbert?”

Annn Held burst Into linglter, I injlmte Yvetle Guilbert! Par ex-
mn_p'la. c'est trop fort! Our genrey are very diffevent, and I prefer my
own, mered, Yvette ls ugly, with notiking but r jo ne gals quol ta recom-
mend her. - I—wall, youy shoold see ime on the stage. I have yonth.
When I left Parls I was ¢ hud just beginning to blossom. They wanted
ma  badiy. '{'huy were Turlous at my departure, Turis wos ke a chlld
to whom you lind offersd & boubon nnd shutched |t AWAY. I do not

siug Yyette Guilbert's songs. She dire hot sing mide.  Sho Is golng o
lmitats me In Poils this yénr ot one of the revees. I conidn’t imitate

Her'if T wni’ﬂ;,i_-_l-lm_tdo small and geutle, . Yvette's

¥ogue Is pussing

in France, but I like her yery much.  She 1Is such a good fellow.
Chere Yvette!"

Mile. Held manicures her fingers complacently. She lhas never lost
her equanimity. She Iz perfectly sure of Herself, dnd thereds not'a
ripple of excitement In the langwor of her volee &

“I have beem 8p busy since I artived that I have had very lftle
time to myself,” she vonchsafes, “I hnd a funny experience In your
Bols de Boulogune yesterdny., I eall that the Bols)' slhe says polnting
to the green streteh of park that leaves the rattle nnd turmoll of Wifty-
ninth street. I was driving with Mr, Ziegfeld when I caught sight of
two Parislans whom I have seen countless tlmes In Parls, Ah, que
¢'etalt drole!l . They almost fell from their carringe. They trled to

“PLAY WITH ME”
The Only Song Anna Held
Sings in English,

" L.
Y have not been here very long,
As yet I'm quite n strangers
And go to try an English song
Mny seem perhiips n danger.
One thing I ask—a favor slight,
1 haope you'll not refuse me,
That It I don't pronounce it right,
You kindly willl execuse me.
I'm fond of gamieg axnd romps you see;
T wish you'd come and play with me.

CHORUS.

¥or I bave such o way with me,
A way with me,
A way with me,

+ 1 have such a nlee littla wony with me,

Do néit think It wrong;

I should llke you to play with me,
To play with me,
To play with me,

I ghould llke you to play with me,
Play with me all the day long.

& &

I hava a friend, 8 nice young man,
Who likes to Hoger near me;
And when I told him of my plan,
He sgold he'd come and hear m
He told me I need feel no fright,
That thors would ba ho danger—
He sald my soug would be nll right,
Although 1 wus h glranger,
But now my fidenid I ¢annot see,
He wont come out and play with me,

II1.

He promilsed he'd be In hls plnce;
He promisad, too, to eheer me;
He pald that I should see his face

Aund know that he was near me.
But coprage! Thoogh hie ls not herve,
There iz not any dnnger;
* You are my friends—I need not fear,
Altho' T nm a siringer.
»  Ah! There he ls—my felend T see—
- Will you come out gud play with me?

g
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speak’ fo me, but—nlthough I am aminble (coquettishly) 1 draw the
lUne occasionally., 1 drew It nt them I swhipped up the horses and
off we fléw.  They followed. and we had a racé through the Bels, and
flght down to the Herald Square Theatre, where I alighted. Wero
they chagrined? Well, I should think they were. Thelr names 1
do not know, but {t was the oddest thing In the world for me to én-
counter two of my old Frenchmien en pien New York' '

Mile. Held permits me to Inspect the glowlng gowns that her nymph-
lke form is to grace next week. Pink sating and black sating and bloe
satins, short to theé knees, hang in Nmp Inertin in a lttle cubby lending
from her bondelr. )

“] got them at reduced prices,” she tells me, stlll sweetly Ingenuors

v J‘_“_‘

T >

“hocause the dressmakers llke me to wedr them. B8tll, T psy ns muth as
1,500 franes for s dress, twhich 18 quite’ enough, n'est-ce pag? [ wenr very
litilé underneath. I can show you no Hngerie, although I own splendid
linen. that 1 wear chez mol My dresses are all short. Why shouidn’t they
Le? If a woman possesses 4 neat jumbe, I ¢an see no reason why she should
be sfrnl.d to show 1t. Do not say that T am shock-reng. T wm most nutural)
1. do not belleve in affectation. In London there 1s so much affectation,
Flgures vous that oue day I donned my Parls bleycle costume, & Short
jupon with pantaloons, and started out for a ride. I am fond of t'ur::r-
cliog; as I am of nil sports. I wa§ hooted, the gemins ran after me. Vive-
ment I eycled back to my hotel and no more did I venture out ln my
Parlslun costume, Yet there was nothlng ouire abont it. In Londaa 1
eaw dresses that were fur worse, but prejudice bad set them dowm as
proper. C'est bete, n'cst—v‘epus?
I relapse into a serles of afirmations. I =ay “‘oul" to every “n'estso0
pas?' that she suggests, 1 am really surprided ot myself. If ghe had
declored that Zola should be used for primer reading in all the public
schoolé, T should have sald “oul” I have come fo the conelnslon that I
g the Very worst sort of person to understund sirens. 1 shounld be
shocked, ¢bobl, frénsied with virtsous Indignation, but there I sit lnugh. |
ing In keenest enjoyment at Anpn Held's apdaclities, aud enjoylng them
all. Where nre the loved oned st home?
“You must promise me one thing," she remarks, ax T begin to think of
tearing myself away, “and that {5 that you will spplaud me feroclonsly
Monday night. Let me look 4t your hand.*
1 give Her o flabby paw, and she takes It In her fingers and expmines
s“you nre all right.,” she asserts. ‘‘¥on have strength. Yon éan ap:
I am nervous, you see. Perhaps Americans will not Uke ame. In
that case 1 sliall be utterly heart-broken. I shall go back weary of life,
and of everything. 1 say to myself, ‘1 have mevér flled.' 1 read my
‘notices’ for confidence and hope—bnt still T am afrald. HEverybody here
has been very gentil fo me so far. I smuse myself immensely. 1 have
Peer to the theatres and to the Bols. Nothing could be more n_gmnuhlv.
Pleass sy that I am a qulet, domesticated litile woman—very kind nl_nl.!
very alfable.™

As g pleture of domestieity I eannoet haip thinking that Annn Held 18 A
gignntic fasco, Perhaps if 1 had not taken her by surprise she woulil
hove greeted me ecrocheting or tatting, I hardly think so, though. As
1 have aiready endeavored to show, Mile. Held Is not anxious to ba eon-
gldered what she lsn't.

sWhat French artist has met with the greatest success
asks, abruptly. s

1 tell her that her most sucoessful compatriot has been Sarah Bernhardf,

“AhL, yes,” she slghs, “Sarah I8 great. She is nn artist, for she kuows
how to concerl her nge so cleverly. She Is vlellle—vicilie—but she looks
young and lovely. 1 admlye Sarah very Keenly.”

I ask her if she 18 marrled, nnd she langhs. “I am not marrled,'” she says
but I am a marler, Perliaps I shall meet some rich American to wi
enn take a foney. I mm told that rich Amerleans exist. Why ' should £
marry, though? I have nll I want—s lovely house In Parls, carriages and
liorses—everything o woman can desire.

1 see Mr. Mann and Mr. Ziegfeld ‘looking a trifle uneasy. I have heen
listening to Anna Held for a long time. PFPerhaps they reallze my danger—
perhups they want a llttle of It themselves. At nny rate I give her a part-
Ing hand, and litting her bandnge she allows both her eyes to rest upon me,

Thank goodness for thay disabled eye! With both of them let lodse apon
me I ghould never have lived to toll the tale, ALAN DALE.

oA loetter from @Ie. Anna.

it.
plaud.

in Amerlea? shg

To W. R, Hearst, New York Journnl:

T must write you n lftle story—and abont my 1ttla dog. for I don't
know anybody I love so much. He lg the darlingest one In all Paris, and
must look very chic to yon Americans, LR

He was given me by my dearest friend In Parig,. and was the
weentiest, tweentlest little thing that ever T saw. 1 used to roll him mp
In a little bundie in the pplm of my hand (I weir ‘a number five), aond be
would glve such a funny llttle grunt and blluk his funny little oyea.

Such a tlme as I had getting him n basket. 1 spent days I the shope
of Paris trylug to find one that he would be spzy 1.’ At last I foend ane
In the funniest little old place where they make baskets for hables. It wad
a round one, that stood on three legs, and was lined with baby blue sitk
and stuffed with the goftest down In all Parls. He did look just too swee!
for anything, but one day he leaned too far over the edge, and topple over
went doggie, basket and bianket. 1 have bought Bim Jots of baskets sinoe,
but none of them stand on legs, T-tnke ng much eare of his halr and WK
toes and teeth ax of my own. ¥ take him once & week to the parviors of
Leon d'Huntevllle, on the Bonleyard des Itallens, wien he has his pers
fumed bath and hls hiir brushed so well, and that dear lttle poff In the
efid of his tall Is carled. Then his little pearls of “Tullens” are broxhed
and his mouth rinsed eut with esn de cologne. Then his nally are rubbed
with a funny little brush that makes them shine Inst llke mine do.
jove to hug him ,up' cloke then. for he s jnst ns sweet as a tiny sachet big,
Of cotrse, he goes to the leading taflor's. Monsienr Alpbouse de Cogue-
Heat, on the Rus dg Rivoll, mukes ali his clothes. Hé I8 redl good to stand

for his mensures, and feels very proud to see Blmself before the giass fu his

aew cont. ; i
Every day he goes.out for a drive with me and fakes a little nap aftor-

ward on the couch bestde me. He has lovely collars. His everydoy one

& of plain gold, with  “My Doggle,” in turquoibe on It “Then bo bas «

" /@tess one of rolled gold plate, with six tiny dlamond stavs on it Ha only
" wears that one when he goes out with me. -
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